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cross over, on one of the great steel girder bridges which
alone are worth coming north to see, and you then pass
through the cantonment of Jhelum, the scene of a little fight
with Mutineers in '57, and on to the great Aldershot of the
North, the cantonment of Rawalpindi. But before you get
there you will have climbed a bit through the raw red jagged
spurs and scarred ravines of the famous Salt Range, which
lies chiefly farther to your left, with its fortresses, its temples
of a dead Hindu Raj and its marvellous red rock salt mines,
which some folk care to go and see. On the great plain of
Rawalpindi the Sikh Army as aforesaid laid down its arms
to the British Army drawn up in a scarlet line, and passed
by the pile of arms and the rupee table of cunning, kindly
John Bull.

Rawalpindi is not a bad place to stop at in some
hotel for a few days, merely to see this great army at its
everyday life. There will be something more of romance
to its trimming than at the Aldershot of the West, with its
buglers a-sounding and sheepskins a-beating, its reveilles, its
retreat, its tattoos and its last posts. Perhaps then you can
realize the saying that the British 'retreat' or 'tattoo' follows
the sundown to its sinking the whole world around. If you
are a good Briton and not bitten of the Little-Britain-kiss-
mammy-complex you will thank God therefor, especially if
you .see the lame and the halt and the blind flocking to a
hospital in Rawalpindi city.

But to see a cantonment in its inner life, you must have
an introduction, or in Pindi if you stay in one of the hotels,
you are sure to meet some officers and their wives who will
do the needful for you, unless you suffer from the said com-
plex, when you may cwarm your own piece of board', for
you are not worth the powder and shot of camaraderie.

THE DRESS OF THE NORTH

To those who demand a guide that shall help them
tell one race or one religion from another as they pass
them on the street or platform, let it be said that such is a